SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

every word* I have rarely known him to repeat
a word or to hesitate in its enunciation. Even
over the telephone his voice comes sustained and
gentle, but clear as a bell.

Sun is what some people would call a quiet
man. Once at a reception I looked for him every-
where. He was the principal guest. Finally I
found him in a retired corner, looking over the
throng of uniforms and formal dress. He had
escaped and found his refuge in that quiet nook
and was merely looking at the throng. I, too, for
a long time, and even after many days passed
with him, thought that Sun was a quiet man.
Then one night I heard him make a speech.

The corridor and street before the building
were jammed with Chinese and foreigners; so I
took my little boy upon my shoulder, and, through
the courtesy of the student crowd, we made our
way slowly to the main entrance. I was as-
tounded at what I saw before me. The students
were literally hanging to the walls, having banked
and festooned themselves upon every conceivable
article of furniture in order to hear the great
leader. The crowd was immense.

"Ah," thought I, "Sun will have a hard time
addressing this great over-packed hall! I won-
der if his voice will reach."

Sun, after a few preliminaries, came forward.
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